Summer Rain 


Author: blank04 
Bands: Guns N Roses 
Characters: Axl Rose, Duff McKagan 


Relationships: N/A 


Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Thu Nov 25 2004 16:41:32 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


One 


Fandom: Guns N' Roses 

Auther: blank04 

Rating: PG-I3 

Pairing: Duff/Axl 

Chapter: 1/2 

Warnings: Weirdness, a little dark and of course, slash 
Disclaimer: Don't own anyone. 


| love Duff's arms. They're so gentle, just like him. | love him. He doesn’t know that yet, because | haven't been 
able to tell him. For so long, he hasn't known. And | like it that way. Or maybe he does know and doesn't want 
to push me into saying it because he thinks I'll leave him like | leave everything else? That will never happen, | 


couldn't be away from him for more than a week, how could | leave him for good? 


Everytime he'd hold me though, | would feel so guilty for not telling him because you can see it in his eyes 
how much he wants me to say what | really feel. And | would always smell his hair and it always smelled the 
same no matter what. Maybe he was just Duff and he was supposed to be like that, never changing and never 
expecting from people what he wanted, but in my mind, his look and attitude was only for me and | thought 
he'd change if | said it. 


But remember, my mind is fucked up. I'm fucked up. Yeah, people tell me how hot | am, how | should never fly 
up and get pissed off on stage like | do. Some of those people | have slept with and they think they know me 
best, think they know how | feel all the time. Yeah, just take a look at what really happens, some people aren't 
as calm as they seem. But if you just take a look inside my head, just see how fucked up | am, you'll 


understand. 


Understand what | go through everytime Duff walks by with those hips, just shaking in their own rhythm, 
oblivious to other's desire. It drives me to insanity a little more each day. | wanna push him in the nearest 
room and let him fuck me so bad. Yes, even | want to be on the bottom, want to be dominated sometimes. 


Slash gave me that, but only a little while untill | grew bored of him. 


| would never grow bored of Duff because he's so loving, so gentle, but he's not fragile like you would think, he 
knows what's going on around him, probably more than anyone else. That's why | need Duff too, more than 
anything because he keeps me alive, has in the past and | just know, in the future | can trust him to be there 


for me too. 


Yes, | relize that is completely selfish, but thats how | am. Thats how everyone perceived me as, just a 
maniac with no sense of control at all and sometimes they're right. But other times, they're just making up lies 
to feed their bosses, keep the media interested. | am not always out of control. Like now, with Duff curled 
around my side, watching T.V with me and laughing at some show |, my self have no intrest in what ever. You 


don't see me flying off the handle or fucking raping him or anything. 
Or maybe he's just my sanity, his laugh, his voice. It keeps me in line. 


Izzy left a while ago and | don't think he'll be back this time. It hurts, but | got over it. Slash was pissed, pissed 
as hell at *me*. | didn't do anything to make him leave and the fucker knows it. We even got into a little fight 
over it, but Duff got between us and stopped it like always and then we had make up sex. 


| never said we still didn't fuck. 
Duff and |, we haven't done much more than cuddle and | like it. We're taking it slow, but I'm not sure how 
slow we can go before completely stopping and then he would leave me because we went too fast. And the 


tears would roll, and I'm not someone that likes crying, but | have nothing against the bitches who do because 


I've seen Duff cry and its not something | want to see on a regular basis. 


But fuck, even his tears are pretty. 


He's so beautifull 
| shouldn't want him to be with me, because l'm not beautiful. 


tbc --ya, this is weird. One more chapter sorry, thought I'd split the weirdness up. 
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Sex shouldn't change our relationship, should it? | mean lots of couples do it. Lots of couples also have babies 
because of it. He shouldn't be afraid of that, its not like | can actually get pregnant because l'm pretty sure of 
what's in my pants. Maybe Axl's just scared to take it that step further, but come on, we hardly tongue 
anymore. So the night | finally made a move as small as it was, he pulled away like a frightened child, nearly in 
tears. It scared me half to death so | spent the rest of the evening holding him to me. He's had sex before, he 
knows how it goes. He's fucked Slash before even and yet, he has no desire what so ever to be with me in 
that way. If he does, | don't see it. | hate feeling like his mother, but sometimes | have no choice, | have to 


protect him as best | can as his lover and his friend. 


But | need a little help too. Taking care of him is a hard job by ones self. Most people, they see me as weak 
anyway by just my look and sometimes | really am, but | try to be strong in front of him because *he* is 
the one that isn't mentally right. l'n not saying he's one of those people that have wild outbursts or anything, 
although sometimes | wonder, the way he acts on stage. l'm saying that he can't function without someone, no 


matter what he says. 


Axl is not a strong person despite what people perceive of him. | hate that image of him, because it's so very 
wrong. He's a hurt, broken child underneth all those masks he creates. He needs help and love and if he doesn't 
get it, a new mask is added to his face, to his life. Each time someone ignores him, a piece of him is lost and 
no one can get it back. He is a very complicated person, his mind is quite complex and only those that know 
him inside out can decipher it. They're aren't many that can handle the job, sometimes, | don't have the energy 


to, but | try my damndest the next chance | get. 


Which doesn't happen too often considering him. Once you've betrayed him or hurt him, he totally erases you 
from his life. Why I'm still here, | have no clue. | have hurt him, by accident always and so has Slash, but 
they're still friends and maybe more. 


Axl used to be very posessive too, almost scary sometimes. It's not so bad once you get used to it, but when 
we first started dating, in secret of course, he glared at anyone who gave me a second look, guy especially. At 
first, | was flattered, even liked the way he acted, but as time went on, he didn't stop. | began to worry, the 


looks got more violent, more angry and | got a little scared. 


That was around the time be stopped being Axl and started changing. He wasn't so shy anymore, wasn't so 
quiet. Not that he ever was really quiet, but he begain to get more expressive and | wasn't sure if | liked it. | 
was suddenly not needed so much and he didn't act like | was his life saver. So | did the only thing | could 
thihnk of, | made Izzy leave. He was Axl's best friend since childhood so | thought that maybe, with him gone, 
that Axl would rely on me more again and he did. | regret it, god knows | do, but Axl needed to change. But he 
didn't really, he just got worse and now, I'm thinking of leaving. 


If | leave him, | don't know what will happen and l'm almost afraid of what will My fears don't really concern 
the final out come of the band though. But right now, l'm content just to lay here, watching TV with him. 
Maybe | won't leave yet, maybe I'll stay and then again, no one knows. I'll share a little secret with everyone, 


I'm insane. | have no real conscious and I'm not the sweet bassist every one knows me to be. If you don't 
believe him, that's fine. 

He hasn't washed his hair in days now, since our Lies album came out a few months ago. He doesn't do much 
of anything anymore and it makes me cry, he knows it does. He's seen me before, in his room, sobbing because 
| hate what's become of us, of the band we all once loved It's disgusting, but nothing changes. If it did, I'd be 
happy and we'd still be in love and he would tell me he loved me and we'd be normal. Or as normal as it can 
get for two rockstars in a fake world full of lies and broken dreams. 

l'm just a fuck up and so is he. 

I'm insane and so is he. 

I'm beautiful, but he isn't. 

That's the only difference. 


Um, end? anyone want me to continue this? 
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| don't want him to touch me. I'm not what people think | am, how they think | act. | don't think I'm beautiful 

and neither does Duff. | hate those fuckers who think they're hot shit just beacause some people think they're 
unbelievably sexy or they think love their music just for their look. Its a bunch of bull-shit, and | hope people 
like that burn in Hell becouse thats not real life. But maybe, just maybe it's better than living a fucking lie. I'm 
so pissed that Duff hid shit from me. Pissed isn't the word really, I'm more angry than | thought I'd be and at 


*him*. 


He never said why lzzy fucking left and only now, am | finding out the real reason. Yeah, | never specified what 
exactly happened because | really didn't know. Duff.. he fucking told Izzy to leave, pack his shit and that he was 
fired. For a while, | knew Izzy wanted to leave, but not this way. | was going to sit down and talk to him like old 
times, but | never got the chance. Fuck, this is the real Axl, do you like what you see? 


| hope not. | don't get *really* pissed, not all that often anymore, but this, this is something.. my temper just 
flares. Duff though, he gives me that face, that -l'm so sorry, love me- face and | just want to forget so bad. 
It hurts me, it kills me that it was him. Sweet, lovable Duff. My Duff. It's just, it wouldn't of been so bad if it 
was Slash, because Slash didn't fucking claim to love me. This is not something to forgive quickly, Duff knows 
how fragile | am, he's the only one that knows my weaknesses and he's the only one | let my mask melt 


around. 


| guess now, he's not as perfect as he once was. he came down from that in-human statis and now he's 
become just another person If the world ended tomorrow, he couldn't do anything to save it, save me. | used 
to think he could solve everything, he was Duff, there was no way he wouldn't be able to do something. But 


now, as | come close to thirty, | relize, he's not invisible and can be just as fucked up as me. 


Isn't that lovely. My love, the only thing pure | thought | had left turned out to be just another selfish ass 
fuck out for himself. Fucking irony. So, why fucking not, let him take me, it doesn't matter anymore. | have no 
more energy left to resist. | told him though, | told him, "we should wait Duff, just a little longer," because | 
saw what sex did to Slash and my relationship and | truly didn't want that to happen to us, but it did. | wanted 
him so bad, but | kept my hands to myself and now, | get to touch him like | wanted, like he wanted me to and 
| felt disgusted. 


Not because | didn't find Duff attractive anymore, no, because | felt | had no right to be so intimate with him. 
He was still young, beautiful and lithe and what was |? Thirty, hair losing its natural shade to the point where 
l'm scared I'll have to dye it soon and my body getting more.. not skinny or anorexic, but more lanky and hollow 
instead of the muscles | once posessed. | still had them, but they weren't as defined as they used to be. | felt 
as though | shouldn't be able even look at him. But |, nonetheless, gave into my desire and made love to him 
for the first time in the whole seven years we were together. | always pictured me on the bottom, because | 


wanted to be dominated. Times chage eh? 


His hair was so soft, same as always and he looked so beautiful despite his earlier betrayal to me. It wasn't 
long before we were one, rocking in the darkness to the beat of our own hearts and screaming each others 
name as ecstasy clouded our eyes. His still remained the deep hazel they always were, but mine were 
different. They were gray, but now they seemed to find their way into the emerald ring on my finger. The 
shade didn't match, but it was quite lovely and oddly the only thing | liked about me. Aside from my voice. 


Slash always told me my voice didn't match my appearance, it should have belonged to someone like Vince Neil 
or Steven Tyler because | looked too girlish to have such a screaming voice. | still don't know why he said it, or 
what the reason was behind it. | never really thought much about it. Duff curled by my side, purrs sounding in 
my ear as he whispered he loved me. 

| can't quite remember my exact words, but they were along the lines of ‘| love you', Axl Rose style. It wasn't 
a complete lie, | did love him, so much. But they were underlined with malice and | kept getting the feeling that 
| should of said something, something to hurt him. But | didn't. And then again, my memory of that night is 
quite vague. 

"Love you babe." 

"Forever." 

"Can't get you outa my head" 

‘| hate you Duff" 


“The feelings mutual." 


And we cried. 


Yeah, the end probably didn't make too much sense lol. You'll get it later. 
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His eyes, they look so dead now. They used to be so pretty, so happy, but now while | look into them, all | see 
is depression He shouldn't be so sad, | said | was sorry a dozen times over, | even cried, clutching his leg. | 
wonder if he'll forgive me or if he's dead now. | hope not, | love him. | love him so much and if he's gone.. 
what's really left. We can rot together here, but if he left before me, then I'd be here alone, no one to decay 
with. 


He's my lover, through everything, we've stayed together and now, just because | was a dick a few years ago.. 
it's all fucking over. All.. god.. it's all over.. 


He made love to me.. he did, but his heart wasn't there and his eyes, they changed. They used to be so 
smokey gray, now they're emerald green, but dull.. so dull. It hurts what he told me too, he hated me. You're 
supposed to tell your lover you love them. My heart broke, it shattered and fell on the bed and he rolled over 
onto it for good measure. | said | felt the same and then we both fell asleep. | don't understand.. I've been 


crying in his room for the past hour because l'm so afraid of what he's doing in the bathroom. 


| swear, if he kills himself, | would go with him. | would, maybe | should check, | want us to go together. So | 
get up and carefully open the door, it doesn't make a sound and neither do |. The only noise is the sound of my 


tears falling down off my baby cheeks and my breath hitching. 


Axls just sitting there, on the floor, razor blade by his hand for quick access. | knew I'd see something like 
this, but still, my stomach jumps in my throat. Those sharp eyes, angular with age, they looked up at me with 
broken hope and cruel relalitly and | hated it. 


| just don't get how one mistake could totally destroy him. But | should remember, he's Axl and he's complex 
and you don't know what's going on inside that head of his. It's a shame though, he's reduced to a bumbling 
mess that | created and now he doesn't seem so tough as his image percieves. 


He's just William Baley. Not Axl Rose or any other personallity he made for himself. | now know the real Axl 


and | don't like it. | don't like having to take care of someone older than me, someone that depends on me. | 


never said | was a good person. So | take his hand and put it up to my lips, kissing each finger with tenderness. 


This will be hard, so hard. 
"Let's go Axl." 


He stares at me, not really understanding what | said or the meaning behind it. | hold him close to me, pressing 
a kiss to his forehead. This is the end, in this bathroom, it'll end. Heaven or Hell, I'm not sure. 


"W-where are we going?" 


| smile down at him, taking his fine hair between my fingers, smoothing the tangles out as best | can "I don't 


know. Just follow me." 

He rests his head on my chest, letting out a long kept sigh. He's tired, so tired of this and so am I. | pick up 
the razor blade and hold up his wrist. The blade presses down, slicing open the pale skin, turning it red 
instantly. | love the color, | must say. And then, | cut open my own arm, rougher than | did his. 

He knows what to do, and our blood mixes. We are truly one now. 

All is left is to wait for release, together. 


His eyes are brighter now as life drains out. 


How ironic. 


